finger-nails painted green to show his political leanings.

uTino?" he said. "I've just heard Tino's latest. Lord
and Lady Olympia, you will know the pseudonyms, have
a daughter Phemonoe. They own a hundred square miles
or so, and Phemonoe had expressed willingness to be
Basilissa. You know the sort of thing: 'I bring birth,
breeding, and the support of all the cousins you'll find
places for, and in return I am content to share your
power'. Good. They come to arrange the matter. Lord
Olympia with one ambition, to win the Imperial Gold
Cup; Lady Olympia with one madness, against the waste
of public money in pampering the poor. In the midst of
them Phemonoe, not indisposed to love, if the purple bed
be ready. They come. They see. Do they conquer?
Tino begins. He wants their support on the Council for
doubling the City's water-supply. Lady Olympia falls
foaming, biting the mats. He continues. He wants their
support in stopping the damnable cruelty of the Races.
Lord Olympia bursts three blood-vessels and is carried
out senseless. Tino turns to the seeker for love. What
manuscript gospels has she in the family library? She,
with biting coldness: 'Really, I think you had better ask
the librarian who is paid to look after such things'. They
went away mad with rage, and, of course, Tino didn't
even know that he had made a mess of things."

Theodora came away soon after that, but not before
hearing some of the other gems of Brusie's mind: "My
father is bringing down my black hair in anguish to the
bankruptcy court": "Love takes two to make, and too
too much trouble": also a fragment of poetry:

"Friend, what is left for youth beneath the sun?
Who does not feel too old at twenty-one?